BOOK FIFTH                             23

Whereby I grow both de-af and blind,

Careless to win, unskilled to find,

And quick to lose what all men seek.                   25

Yet tottering as I am and weak,

Still have I left a little breath

To seek within the jaws of death

An entrdnre to that happy place,

To seek the unforgotten face,                             30

Once seen, once kissed, once reft from me

Anigh the murmuring of the sea.

11". Morris.

14                                                                    cccun

THE LAKE ISLE OF IXXISFKEE

I WILL arise and go now, and go to Ihnisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping

slow,                                                                      5

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket

There midnight's all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow
And evening full of the linnet's wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;    10
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray,
I hear it in the deep heart's core.

W. B. Teats.